


GELERT, Cl LLYWELYN. 


Allan o“ Gantawd Llywelyn. 


O'r helfa, ar eì fugn.faroh, 
Llywelyn ddaêth i'w lys, 

Gan seinio'i gorn, ac ato daeth 
El deulu oll ar frys ; 

Pan welodd wedd ei rian lân, 
A'ì gwenau hawddgar hi, 

66 Pa le mae Gelert, ” ebai ef, 
““ Pa le mae 'mhlentyn í ? 
Paham na ddaw y ddau yn awr 

A chroesaw mawr î mi $” 
6 Mae'th fab mewn hun, ae thybialis £ 
Fod Gelert gyda thi. ” 
““ Gad imi wel'd fy anwyl fab, 
A'i wasgu at fy mron, 
Fy nhrysor penaf ydyw ef 
Ar wyneb daear gron,” 


Ar frys yr aoth i'w 'siafell of, 
Ca'dd yno ddychryn mawr— 
'Roedd cryd eì blentyn wedi ei drol, 
A gwaed yn rhuddo'r llawr ! 
““ Fy mhentyn tyner, ” ebai ef, 
““ Fy mhlentyn anwyl î, 











Rhyw lofrudd â'i ysgeler law 
Derfynodd d'einioes di |" 

A Gelert o ryw dywyll le 
Â gododd ar ei draed, 

A'ilygaid yn melltenu tân, 
A'i safn yn goch gan waed ; 

“ Ai'ii'a wnaeth y weithred hon? 
O elyn tost i mi !” 

A sydyn, gyda'i gadau llym, 
Trywanoda ef eì gi. 


Ha ! dyna lais o dan y cryd, 
Fel miwsig angel syw, 
Ymgrymu wnal y tad a'r fam— 
Mae'r plentyn eto'n fyw ! 
UUN drol y dillad gwelant ef 
n aw enu yn ei hun, 
| Wr wrth eì ben, yn gelain gorff, 
Mae blaidd o aflan lun ; 
Llywelyn dd'wedai i ei loes, 
““ O I Gelert, ffyddlon gl, 
Aohubaiat ti ef fywyd ef, 
A lleddais inau dî ! 
Oci faen o farmor ar dy fedd, 
Fur âd dy ran y” 
A'r oi, wrth lyfu llaw y llyw, 
Fu farw yn y fan, 


GELERT, LLYWELYB'S DOG 
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The spearman heard the bugle sound, 

And oheerily smiíled the morn ; 
., And many a brach, and many a hound 

Obeyed Llywelyn's horn. . 

And still he blew a louder blast, 
And gave â lustier cheet— im 

6 Oome Gelert, como, wert never last 
Llywelyn's horn to hear. ” 


“O ! where does faithful Gelert roam, 
The flower of all his race ; 

So true, so brave—a lamb at home, 
A lion in the chase t” 

In sooth, he was a peerless hound, : 
The gift of royal Jehn ; 

But now no Gelert could be found, 
And all the chase rode on. 


That day Llywelyn litble loved 
The chase of hart and hare; 
And scant and small the booty proved, 
For Gelert was not there. 
Unpleased, Llywelyn homeward hied. 
When, near the portal soat, 
His truant Gelert he espied 
Bounding his lord to greot. 


But, when he gained his castle door, 
Aghaat the chioftain stood— | 

The hound all o'er was smeared with gos, 
His lips, his fangs, ran blood ! Ô 

Llywelyn gazed with fierce surprise, 
Unusod such looks to meet, 

His favourite checked his joyful gulse, 
And crouched, and licked hls feet, 
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Gaward in haste nyn passed, ŵ 
And on went Gelert too ; Ŷ 
And stíll where'er hÌs eyes he cast, 
Fresh blood-gouts shooked his view, 
O'erturned his infant's bec he found, 
With blood-stained cover rent ; 
And all around the walls and ground 
With recent blood besprent, 





He called his child—no voice replled—e 
He searched with terror wild Î 
Blood, blood he found on every side, 
But nowhere found his child, 
““ Hellhound ! my child's by thee devour'd," 
The frantic father crled, 
And to the hilt his vengeful aword 
He plunged Ín Gelert's side. 


Aroused by Gelert's dying yell, 
Some slumberer wakened nigh ; 
What words the parent's joy could tell 
To hear his infant's cry ! 
Ooncealed beneath a tumbled heap 
His hurrìed search had mis:ed, 
And glowing from his rosy sleep, 
The cherub boy he kissed. 


Nor scathe had he, nor harm, nor dread, 
But, the same couch beneath, 

Lay a gaunt wolf, all torn and dead, 
'Tremendous still in death. 

Ah ! what was then Llywelyn's pain, 
For now the truth was olear— 

His gallant hound the wolf had slain 
To save Llywelyn's heir. 
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